THE 



LONERAMR 



The Bounty Hunter 





Willi a bounty hunter on the prowl for easy money, A s the Lone Ranger tries to learn aboul the deadly 

the Lone Ranger finds himself facing a bounty-mad bounty hunter, a Marshal covers the masked man, 

killer's blazing gun. gun in hand, by a murdered bank guard. 



War Feather 




Dan Reid, seeing an Indian boy trying lo steal a horsp 
in broad daylight, rates off to stop him and tushes 
into an amazing adventure. 



The horse the Indian boy rustles brings the Lone 
Ranger on the trail of dangerous outlaws, whose only 
escape is 1o kill the masked rider. 
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WHAT MAKES 
YOU SO 
SLICE HE 
WAS THE 
MAN ? 




I I SPOTTED THE 
GENT CAMPING IN A | THAT BAG'S 
CAVE ! HE WAS , J FROM THE ROBBER? 
OPENING THIS /v^ ALL RIGHT i 

SACK OF 

letters! 




Minutes latej?. 



HE MUST HAVE 
OPENED THEM BE- 
FORE I GOr TO HIM! 
HE PROBABLY DE- 
STROYED THE MAIL 
AND SPENT WHATEVER 
CASH WE FOUND IN 
THOSE OTHER LETTERS 
BEFORE WE HAD 
OUR LITTLE 
GUNFIGWT ! 




- WELL, THIS ONE BAG'S I WITH A FINE 
BETTER THAN NOTHING! J TOOTH COMB! 
' NOT" ANOTHER 
'MAIL8AG THERE, 
8UT NOW,MARSW<S[ 
I RECKON I'VE 
GOT A LITRE 
BOUNTY 
COMING MY 
WAY. 1 






TWO MEN---GRAB8ED 
ABOUT TWENTY GCAND 

ONE WAS SEAL SMALL 

—FIVE FEET— NO MORE! 
LEADER-— HAD 
MOUSTACHE — GET 
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Pay Dirt 




Pop Kirk, sheriff of Placer City, stood at 
the brink of the shaft at the new mine and 
looked down into the depths where the 
crew was digging busily. 

"I still think you're way off, Mr. Bar- 
ton," said Pop to the hulking man at his 
side. "I've mined and prospected in this 
territory for thirty years and that hole sure 
doesn't look promising." 

"That's where you're wrong, Sheriff," 
'grinned Barton. "You old-timers think you 
know it all. But as a mining engineer I say 
there's gold down there. Before I'm 
through I'll take a fortune out of that 
mine." 

He held a chunk of rock out to the sher- 
iff. It gleamed and glittered with seams of 
gold. "Here, take a look at this," said Bar- 
ton. 

Pop squinted at the rock, then fumed to 
Barton. "A mighty fine ore sample. It'll run 
better than six hundred dollars to the ion, I 
reckon." 

Barton nodded. "Right! And that rock 
came right out of this tunnel. Bet you I'll 
hit pay dirt by next week." 

Pop peered along the shaft and then 
looked up in the direction of Placer City. 
That tunnel was headed straight for the 
center of town no more than five hundred 
feet away. If just didn't make sense to Pop. 
All his years of experience told him there 
couldn't be any gold in that shaft. Yet, 
there was that ore sample Barton had 
showed him. There was something about 
that ore that troubled Pop — but he 
couldn't put his finger on it. 

"Well, gotta go now, Mr. Barton," said 
Pop. "Clem Daly dawn at the Miners' 
Bank left word he wants to see me." With 



thot he strode off toward the main street 
of town. 

Moments later he was seated beside ■ 
Clem Daly in the bank. Daly was blunt. 
"Sheriff," said Daly, "I just had word that 
the Eagle Mine and the Lady Love place 
are sending in heavy gold shipments this 
next Thursday. And the Denver train will 
be coming through bringing in a load of 
greenbacks to pay the miners. That means 
we'll have better than half a million in cash 
in our vaults at one time." 

"Guess I'd belter swear in some depu- 
ties," said the sheriff. 

"Reckon so." Daly nodded. "If any 
bank robber held us up he'd hit real big 
pay dirt!" 

"Pay dirt," thought Pop os he left the 
bank. Strange, That was just the phrase 
thot Cass Barton had used. 

That next Fridoy Cass Barton and his 
crew found their bonanza. 

"This is it," he said, as he looked 
around at the treasure that lined the walls 
of the bank vault into which his men had 
tunneled, "Get those sacks in here and 
start loading all these greenbacks and 
this gold." 

They were so busy loading the bags that 
they never noticed the vault door swing 
open on its oiled hinges. Barton and/ his 
men never knew anything was wrong until 
they found themselves storing into the guns 
of Pop Kirk and his deputies. 

"It was that ore sample you showed me, 
Cass," said Pop, "There isn't any rock like 
that within five hundred miles of here. You 
had to be lying. I knew there was only one 
way you could hit pay dirt with that tunnel. 
And that was to rob the bank!" 
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TIE UP THE SLED DOGS, V ALL RIGHT- BUT 
LITTLE BUCK.' WE'RE GOING J BE CAREFUL THE 
TO BACK- TRACK THE / NEXT ARROW 

MOOSE AND LEARN / ISN'T AIMED AT 
WHO SHOT THIS ,—■ -7 . US. 1 IT MIGHT 
SPENT ARROW/ Ai \ NOT 8E SPENT.' 
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I SAW THAT-AND HE IS NEARLY 
5TARVED- UNABLE TO HUNT 
MUCH/ THAT 15 WHY HE TOOK 
SUCH A LONS SHOT AT 
THE MOOSE/ 




WE KILLED THE BULL MOOSE- 
BUT YOUR ARROW DREW 
FIRST BLOOD* SO HALF 
OF THE MEAT IS YOURS. 





SWIFTLY TH£ HOf?S£S &ACE WTO Wff 
f/EASBY WOODS, AS MA/ /?£/&& STALl/CW 
CLOSES THE SAP AMD GA/A/S. . . _ 






IT WAY OF BRAVES FROM 


do you haveN 


TIME BEFORE MY FATHER'S 


TO STEAL TO 


\ FATHER i THEM ALWAYS 


WIN A WAP 


I PAID OTHER TRIBES AND 


v FEATHER? J 


' TAKE MORSES OR DO 




SOME DARING DEEP 




WHEN COME OF AGE TO 




WIN WAP FEATHER! 




\ NOW, CROW WING 


§SejF\ 


\^ WIN HIS .' 




\>*\ 




„ ^k/it 
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W WE NEED HELP, CROW 
¥ WING ! I'LL GO FOR MY 
■ UNCLE AND TONTO! STAY 
1 AND WATCH THE BOBBERS 
L IF THEY MOVE OUT, 
Ik FOLLOW THEM AND 
*&**, MARK YOUR TRAIL !j- 


/uGHM 
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CROW WING TRIED TO 

CAPTURE THEM HIMSELFj 

DAN 1 NOW WE WILL HAVE 

TO BE CAREFUL THAT HE 

DOESN'T GET HURT 

WHEN WE TRY TO 




FOR HALF AN HOU#, THEY FOLLOW 7M£ 7ZA/L 

OF THE RICE GRAINS L/NT/L... . 

_|8UT THEY 




OlSMOUNTiNG, WE LOME /SANGER CRAWLS 
CLOSE TO 7HE FUCXER/NG F/RE... 





SILENTLY, Tf/£ WD/A/V BOY SI/PS /NTO 7WF M£K 
HOLLOW AND WORMS MS WAY FORWARD WITH 

Gff/M DETe&MtNATtOW.r. 
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£AT£g... 


_/uGH! CHIEF SAY 

"^-\ HELPING PUT 
CROW WING! XUOBBERS IM 

you won youp. )tail plenty 

FEATHER f ./BRAVE DEED! 
_ _____—- ^**CBOW WING LUCKY 

// V X DAM ASt< - HIM TO 


/ GOOD 
t I SEE 
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TOW, 




f/ORH WORKED FOR THE PINKERTON DETECTIVE 
AGENCY WHERE HIS COOL BRAVERY MADE HIM 
MENACE TO MANY WOULD-BE TRAIN ROBBERS'. 



TH£N HORN CHANGED. HIS GUN WAS FOR HIRE. 
HE WORKED FOR WYOMING CATTLE BARONS 
OUT TO BID THE AREA OF BUSTLERS WITHOUT 

BENEFIT OF A COURT TRIAL I 




HORN 
WAS ALL 
MARK- 
HEAD. 



SERVED THEM WELL . ONE SHOT USUALLY 
HE NEEDED. THEN HE'D LEAVE HIS TRADE- 
A SMALL STONE UNDER HIS QUARRY'S 





Tricked into boasting of a fatal ambush, horn 
was arrested and jailed. he tried to escape, 
but was caught. the hired killer ended up 
with a noose around his a/eck i 
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Another s/oux test required that no 
matter at what time of night a youth mms 
awakened, he should be instantly ffeady 
to grab his weapons and fight! 



ON THE WARMTH, THE SIOUX YOUTH WAS PUR- 
INE/? TESTED. HE WAS GIVEN DANGEROUS TASKS 
TO PERFORM LIKE FETCHING WATER /N ENEMY 
TEQ&fTORY! , 




/N OTHER TRIBES, THE WAP FEATHER HAD TO BE 
WON BY A DARING DEED SUCH AS STEALING INTO 
AN ENEMY CAMP AHD BRINGING BACK A WAP PONY! 





War leathers could be \non in battle! among 
tub plains tribes the highest honor went tv 
the brave who touched—hot killed the enemy 

— with a hand op a coup stick.' 



